II

THE POOR RELATION

As a bright sun rises after a frosty night, so the
spring of 1868 broke early and beautiful over the
death that had raged and was still raging. Or,
rage is not the word,, for none heard its voice.
Among the small groups it would leave now and
again a wasted man in the fold of a snowdrift
beside a fence and lessen the cares of a woman in
some backwoods hut already bereft of her
husband by taking her last fragile child. Even
where as many as twelve thousand members of
the struggling host were assembled in joint
affliction, misery did not, so far as is known, give
rise to any disturbances.

Along the sandy slope of the Salpausselka
watershed a multitude of this kind worked on a
main artery that was to lead east to that great
human nest St. Petersburg. While some dug,
others stood behind them waiting for the moment
when Death would surrender a spade into new
hands. And Death strove to be impartial; it
allowed thousands to take their turns at the
spades and drop them again, and the keen-
eyed valuers experienced an agreeable surprise:
that iron artery, in spite of the hard times,
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